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in her hair, then her feet found the water-butt,
she held her body together and jumped.

She fell on her hands and knees, and the
black cat, Solomon, ran from under her very feet,
scrambling up the monkey-tree. Her knees were
bleeding, her hoop under her cloak was torn.
But she stood, holding her breath like a proper
conspirator, to hear whether the noise had
made any stir. There was no sound hut the
owl hooting. It seemed that a breath of light
had blown back again into the sky. Over the
garden wall, behind Over Water, the Caldbeck
fells were outlined as though a row of candles
were lit behind them.

It was the moon; later that moon would
strengthen, and the freshening wind would blow
the stars up. All the garden scents were crowd-
ing the night air. She was very cheerful indeed,
and, pulling the cambric tight about her face
again, stepped across the irregular paving of the
yard, called very softly, * Barnabas! Barnabas! *
At once the little black horse with the white star
on his forehead put his head over the paling*
In another moment she had unbarred the door
and was leading him out, stroking his nose*

Barnabas understood perfectly what she
wanted. She mounted the black outside the
gate and, her legs spread very wide, her hair
flying, was away up the road, A mile later,
the first delirium or freedom passed, she began
to consider ghosts, witches and warlocks* She
was not afraid, but there was the man with the
face like a rat, the woman with two heads, the